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fortune when I secured the services of Sir Hubert Wilkins and the
advantage of his long experience in polar exploration. His con-
scientiousness had no limits. The expedition and its great object
came first with him, and nothing else—not sleep, food, or personal
comfort—counted. At our numerous failures he had been as
chagrined as I. His concern embraced everything from the broadest
plans and policies down to the smallest details. This morning, for
example, he had thought to prepare lunch boxes for us, including
Thermos flasks of hot tea.
And I remember so well that January afternoon when Balchen
and I made our snap decision to attempt the transantarctic flight.
The weather was fine, the plane ready to go, but Wilkins would
not let us start until he lighted the Primus stove and cooked a big
pot of pemmican for us. I never appreciated pemmican so much
before. A hot meal is a great thing at such a time.
On November 22 the Polar Star was a hundred pounds heavier
than at the previous starts. When I was working out my navigation
the afternoon before, Wilkins came to "confer with me. He was
worrying about the food at Little America. We had not heard
from Byrd, so there was a possibility that Little America had been
cleaned out when the Byrd Expedition left it. We were relying
upon finding seals and penguins there, but the season before there
had been none in the Weddell Sea. They might also disappear from
the Bay of Whales. There was always a possibility of radio failure,
and Wilkins might not be able to relay the information to me, if
he heard from Byrd.
He therefore proposed that we double the food load aboard the
Polar Star and thus, whatever happened, be able to subsist on a
decent ration at Little America until the Wyatt Earp could reach
us in January. The plane had been taking off so easily with what
was supposed to be its maximum load that it ought to handle the
extra weight. I agreed to try to carry 100 pounds more of food.
That evening we loaded aboard forty pounds of pemmican, twenty
of oatmeal, ten each of sugar and butter, and twenty of biscuits,
raisins, nut meats, and tea. To compensate a little, we abandoned
our heavy skis and carried only our three-foot snow-shoes.
I said good-bye to my companions who had so loyally followed
me through the vicissitudes of three years, and as Kenyon busied

